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Scent. 'Tis no fear of your sword, but that I would not
Break the good laws established against duels.

Hair. Off with your periwig, and stand bare.

[Sir WILLIAM SCEXTLOVE takes off his periwig.

Lcrd. From this

Minute I'll be a sen-ant to your goodness ;
A mistress in the wanton sense is common,
I'll honour you with chaste thoughts, and call yon so.

CeL 1*11 study to be worth your fair opinion.

Lord. Scentlove, your head was used to a covering,
Beside a hat : when went the hair away ?

Scent. I laid a wager, my lord, with Haircat,
Who thinks I shall catch cold, that I'll stand bare
This half hour.

Hair. Pardon my ambirbn.
Madam, I told you truth; I am a gentleman,
And cannot fear that name is drowned in my
Relation to my lord.
"CtL I dare not think so.

Hair. From henceforth call my semce duty, madam :
That pig's head, that betrayed me to your mirth,
Is doing penance for't.

Scent. Why may not I?
My lord, begin a fashion of no hair ?

Cel. Do you sweat, Sir William ?

Scent Not with store of nightcaps.

Re-enter Sir THOMAS and Lady BORNWELL, in
conversation.

Lady B. Heaven has dissolved the clouds that hung

upon

My eyes, and if you can with mercy meet
^ penitent, I throw my own wilF off,
And now in all things obey yours.    My nephew
Send back again to the college, and myself
To what place you'll confine me,

Born. Dearer now